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refused to be married into pardah families. A day or
two ago a maulvi, who goes about preaching that women
should keep pardah but give up shopping, said that for
the last few years women were not allowed to appear at
the mosque, imambdrah1 or majlis,2 but had special
arrangements made for them. Many coloured is the
glass through which the new light shines. Landing,
we found ourselves in a country of elephant grass
stretching westwards in a dense mass broken only by
patches of rape and wheat, where semi-nomad man had
sunk his well and raised his hut. This was the district
of Dera Ghazi Khan. From May to September most of
the country is under water, and very beautiful it is
when the golden grass is in flower and a white pennon
waves on every stem for miles.

The sun had set in cloud before we reached the Anlm-
distant fringe of palms which spoke of more settled life,
A few miles on we found the members of two banks
assembled in a mango grove. It was soon too dark to
look at registers and books, and we talked instead. Of
the thirty present about half were landowners, but none
owned more than 25 acres. As the rice harvest had
failed, nearly all were buying grain for food and doing
it on credit. For every maund of bajra taken now

Even allowing for the difference of price, this arrange-
ment works out at about 50 per cent per annum.
They would have to go on buying in this way till
harvest-time. They naturally only eat meat on special
occasions like the Id, and rarely butter or ghi. Those
who have it sell it, or exchange it for grain. We asked
three men what had happened to them at the last spring
harvest. The biggest owner said that the money-lender
had impounded one-third of his 100 maunds of wheat.
The next, who owned 10 acres, had been left only 16
out of 40 maunds; and the third, also a ten-acre man,

1  The place where Shks celebrate the Muharrura.

2  Where Shias meet together to chant elegies in boaoar of Huseia.